
The trouble fome c jRaigne 

That bred you, bearesyou, brought you vp inarmes. 

Ah: be not fo ingrate to diggey our mothers graue, 
Preferneyour larr.bes andbeat away the wolfe. 

My foule hath (aid contritions penitence 
Layes hold on mans redemption for my finne. (hesueti 
Farewell my Lords;witnefle my faith when we are met in 
And for my kindneflegiuemegraue-roome heere. 

My foule doth fleet, worlds vanities farewell. 

Saif. Now ioy betide thy foule welf-meaning man. 
How now my Lords, what cooling card is this ? 

A greater griefegrowes now then earft hath beene. 

What counfell giue you, fhall we flay and dye? 

O r (hall we Rome and kneele vnto the King. 

Pemb. My heart mifgaue this fad accurfed newes: 

What hauc we done? fie Lords what frenzie moon’d 
Our hearts to yeeld vnto the pride of France? 

If we perfeuer we are fure to dye : 

If we defift.ftnaU hope againe of life. 

Salub. Beare hence the body of this wretched man. 
That made vs wretched with his dying tale 
And fland not wailing on our prefent harmes. 

As women wont:but feeke our harmes redrefle. 

As for my ft lfe,I will in haft be gone : 

And kneele for pardon to our Soueraigne Iohn. .■ * 
Pemb. I, there’s the way, lets rather kneele to him, 

T han to the French that would confound vs all. Exeunt, 

Enter Kina Iohn carried betweene two Lords. 

John Setdowne, fetdownethe loade not worth your 
For done I am with deadly woundinggriefe.- (paine, 
Sickly and (uccourlcflejiopelefle of any good. 

The world hath wearied me, and I haue wearied it: 

It loathes 1 liue, 1 line and loath myfelfe. 

Who pities me?to whom haue I beene kinde? 

But to a few; a few will pitie me. 

Why die I oot? Death fcornes (b vilde a prey. 

Why 




fifty line I not, life hates fo fad a prize, 
tfue to both to be retaind of either, 

But both are deafe,Icanbe heard of neither. 

Wor death nor life, yet life and neretbeneere, 
ymixt with death. biding I wot not where. 

rpfjH, How fares my Lord, that hee is carried thus? 

Not all the aukward fortunes yet befalne, 

Made fuch imprefsion of lament in me. 

Nor euerdid my eye attaint my heart 
With any obieft mouing more remorle, 

Thau now, beholdingofa mighty King, 

Borne by his Lords in fuch diftrefled Sate. 

job. What newes with thee, if bad, report it ftraightj 
Jfgood be mute, it doth but flatter me. 

‘Phil. Such as it is and heauy though it be, 

Toglut the world withtragicke Elegies, 

Once will I breath to aggrauate the reft, 

Another rooane to make the meafure full. 

The braueft bow-man had not yet fen t forth 
Tvvoarrowes from the quiuer at his fide. 

But that a rumor went throughout our Campc, 

That John was fled.thc King had left the field. 

At laft the rumor feal’d thefe eares of mine. 

Who rather chofe, as facrifice for Mars , 

That ignominious fcandall by retire. 

I cheet’d the troupes, as did the Prince of Troy 
His weary followers gain ft the Mirmidons, 

Crying aloud, S.Geor£e t the day is ours. 

But feare hath captiuated courage quite, 

And like the Lambe before the greedy Wolfe, 
Soheartleffefled our war-men from the field. 

Short tale to make, my lelfe amongft the reft, 

Wasfaine to'fiie before the eager foe. 

By this time night had fliadowed allthecarth, 

With fable curfaines ofthc blackeft hue, 

Andienc’d vs from the fury ofthe French, 

I. As 
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